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"May 7tb, 1906:
"My Pierre, I think of you all the time; my
head is bursting with the thought of you, and my
reason fails. I can't understand that I have to live
without you and that I can't smile at my dear
life's companion. The trees have been in leaf two
days now and the garden is beautiful. This morn-
ing I was admiring the children in it. I thought
how beautiful you would have thought them and
that you would have called me to show me that
the periwinkles and narcissus were out. . . ,
"May 14th: I want to tell you that they have
nominated me to your chair of Physics at the
Sorbonne and that there are people imbecile
enough to congratulate ine on it." Marie was not
too crushed to feel fierce rage at fools.
No woman had ever had the honour of a uni-
versity chair at the Sorbonne; that is, no woman
had been made head of a teaching staff in any
subject. But there was no man in France capable
of taking over Pierre's work, so it fell naturally
to Marie. She alone of living scientists had the
genius for it. She determined that her lectures
should be worthy of Pierre, so she sent the chil-
dren to the country and stayed all summer in
Paris working on Pierre's subject, on Pierre's
notes.
She needed another house and decided to go
and live at Sceaux where Pierre was buried. The
children's grandfather was a little scared that,
when she moved to a smaller house, she would
not want him. How could he ask the question?